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POEMS. 



HYMN TO NATURE. 

O WONDERFUL Nature, how I do love thee! 
And yet not for thy wonders do I love thee. 

This solid earth, whereon we stand and build 
Firmly, and speak of motion and of rest. 
Held by soft meshes of the assiduous air, 
Her azure garment, that she spins and draws 
Closely about her, and in gelid fields 
Of space walks and is warm ; space unconceived. 
Whose high unfabricated vault roofs in 
The temple of our reason with a dome , la 
Of overwhelming splendour and huge span ; 
Fleck'd all about, for royal ornament. 
With myriad myriads of burning stars, 
Their flaming suns abated by the breath 
Of silent ether to incertain sparks. 
That the young crescent of a spendthrift moon 
Can shend, as sailing in the summer sky 
She draws the huddled waters in her train. 

The engulfing waters of the pitiless sea. 
That, in his weedy valleys charm'd awhile to 

Beneath the torpor of the imperial months, 
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Sends forth a stir of momentary waves 
To mock the molten sun, and like a pot 
Of ore spurting, fritters his wet expanse 
With shivered flame and dance amphibious. 

The massy hills, whose solitary peaks 
Are clad with aching snow, and those deep vaults 
Whence fire of monstrous heat bursts at a wink. 

All living creatures that are bom and die, 
Whether for courage famed, for strength, or speed. 
For cunning, or for beauty, or gaudy show, jr 

Like the vain peacock with his Argus eyes, 
Juno's proud satellite ; or whether strange, 
Outside our scale of "reason and of grace, 
With wieldy trunk the cumbrous elephant 
Survive the burial of his fossil age. 
When beasts of like rude skin and mighty bone 
Wallowed in tropic ooze, or broke and browsed 
The tangled trees of rank malarious woods. 
Antediluvian, uninhabitable 40 

To softer races, whose more kind abodes 
To-day the lily and tender rose adorn : 
Things different, things opposite, extremes 
Irreconcileable, and all inwoven 
In an inextricable and undreamt 
Concatenation, from the plant that sucks 
Her virtue out of dirt, even unto man 
The wonder, who himself wonders to be 
A niggard mixture of few elements. 
Whose primal qualities inscrutable 50 

Ordain the sum of changes infinite. 

O marvellous are these thy works, thereat 
I wonder, but yet love thee not for this. 
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(2.) 

cunning Nature, how I do love thee ! 
And yet not for thy wisdom do I love thee. 

To see how all thy greater laws still point 
To virtue, and an honourable life, — 
This is my solemn pleasure, and to note 
Thy sage contrivance, how it orders all 
To a sure continuance and progressive good. 6. 

A lesser, tenderer delight I feel 
On any summer morning, when I see 
The angelic dew fly to the gates of heaven 
In cool inodorous incense, that unveils 
The sprinkled herbs pricking their joyous stalks 
To meet the awakening radiance of the sun. 

1 see the obedient water leave its salt, 
And gathered into shadowing clouds, go sail 
Far inland, over cultivated plains 

And thirsty pasturage ; there to descend ?( 

Drenching the land, till it refuse to drink, 
And voices are aroused at night of streams, 
That brawling leap their dams to join the flood, 
Which floats the ripened harvest to the sea. 

I see the emulous flowers invite the bee. 
Whose venerable instinct brings to each 
Its fructifying germ ; while he is bent, 
Rich with his grateful robbery, to store 
'Gainst barren times his waxen palaces. 

I see the tufted seeds, borne on the wind, 81 
Anchor in sheltered havens there to root; 
And all I see I see with those two gems 
Which thou hast set for guidance in the head 
Of every mover in earth, air, or sea : 



.dbyGoogle 



The laws of whose construction, and the means 

Adapted, and the miracle of light 

Is a whole science well to understand. 

Then the birds' untaught music when I hear. 
The unwritten languages of many a beast, 
And those harmonious sounds thy scholar man 90 
Has far outdone thee in, and all his art 
Of words, — that art wherein I praise thee now, — 
And think of all those evercircling waves 
Of atomic vibration, that impinge 
And cross and join, part and amalgamate. 
Each bearing still his message and his voice, 
Still recognized, and separable still 
To the admirable ear, — Oh ! I admire, 
I bear all in my heart, and I admire, 
But yet, oh yet I love thee not for this. ijo 

(3.) 

O royal Nature ! how I do love thee ! 
And yet not for thy monarchy I love thee. 

The inviolable, omnipresent laws. 
That fix alike in its determined seat 
Each sightless grain of multitudinous sand 
Upon the shore, and awe the glorious sun 
In strait constrained obedience, that he travel 
His fiery way, revolving peaceably 
The centre of his courteous satellites, 
In a direction that is no direction, no 

To a place that is no place : The sovran laws 
Whose preexistence mocks eternity, 
Whose jurisdiction lessens space to nought, 
Extending infinitely far beyond 
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The infinity of thought : The almighty laws, 

That make our pleasures an eternal thing, 

To ply the art our fathers plied before, 

And sing again the songs our fathers sung. 

Nursing our souls in their own histories, 

Till empty fame become a Cynic's bait : no 

I know them, for they master me ; asleep 

I feef their secret presence, and I wake 

In fear lest I should stumble on my way ; 

But worship, mounting on their marble stairs 

Up to the justice-seat, where thou art set. 

Secure, careless of men, the god of gods. 

Lo ! I have studied day and night to learn 
How man, born without knowledge, should obey, 
Esteeming wisdom but obedience. 
And how to meet, with a prepared face, ijo 

And duteous, the grim terrors of the goal, 
When the familiar body that we love 
Is given to soulless and ignoble worms 
For food, and all the rich recondite blood 
For fuel to fire that earth may have her own ; 
Lo ! I have worshipped ere I knew, and now 
I know I dare to worship, but within 
Shudder : — ah yet I love thee not for this. 

(4. ) 

O Nature, Nature how 1 do love thee ! 
Where should I love then if I did not love thee ? 140 

Son of thy womb and cradle, who hast taught 
This beating heart to feed the eyes with love. 
And pour sweet music in the enamour'd ears. 

Who mak'st this faulty house of flesh the home 
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And central temple of eternity, 
Wherein the sacred fire burns, that of yore, 
After long slumbering in blackest night, 
Kindled creation, and set thought aflame : 

Who speakest in familiar oracles 
To them that minister within thy shrine, 150 

That wait on the altar of love, and with their praise 
Echo thy voice, and in their office win 
The pastime and possession of their souls. 

Who fiUest the eyes with beauty, and in the ears 
Whispering dost occupy them with delight : 

Who makest touch a thrill, whereat the soul 
Trembles ineffably ; and taste and smell 
Stumble on ecstasies, and are entranced. 

Who causest to vibrate the tender chords 
This way and that way in their subtile sheaths, 160 
That every pulse of beauty may awake 
New-born desire, and every form of love 
Faithfully mirrored may record a joy. 
With chosen pleasures garnered from decay. 

Who satisfies! bare and common want 
Before the day with a full hand, and touch 
Masterly, prodigal of loveliness : 

Who sayest untp the hungry, Lo ! the earth 
Rustling with golden undulation bears 
Thy life's renewal on a thousand plains : — 170 
And to the thirsty, See ! the mountain stream 
Silvering green shades ! Hark ! how it wells, and falls 
With slumbrous music in its rocky pools ; — 
Beautiful it is ! making desire a gift : 
And to the weary sayest, Close thine eyes ! 
My sleep shall visit thee, negligent sleep. 
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With luxury of strange enchantments lulling 
Fatigued and home-kept sense, till thou awake 
To feast on all thy waking joys again. 

Lo ! when the glory of thy wondrous works, igo 
Thy wise and royal works from every part 
Did thrust and press me about, until I felt 
Knowledge of all too heavy to sustain ; 
Then did ethereal love, as light escaping 
The crush of matter and the weight, go forth 
To kiss all obstacles, and dwindle out, 
Refuting ponderous wisdom, to the verge 
Of emptiness and nothing : — but 'twas thou 
That everywhere it met, and thee it finds 
Encountering always, touching everywhere. 190 

What light is this, I said, that gilds all things 
The side I look on them ? What glory is this, 
Which ravishes the engendering ear, and waits 
On inattention for the doom of death ? 

O not at all myself, though most myself. 
Thou source of all delight, thyself that art 
Sourceless, unfathomable and unknown : 
Who madest me living in me, I know not why. 
Who livest issuing from me, I know not how, 
Renewed in beauty and strength. O wondrous All, 
That but for me would'st not exist to me, *oi 

Who am the whole of thee because a part. 
Creator because creature, heir of all. 
Lover and lord of all, because a son. 
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WILL Love again awake, 
That lay asleep so long ? 
Silence ! ye tongues that shake 
The drowsy night with song. 

It is a lady fair 
Whom, once he deigned to praise, 
That at the door doth dare 
Her sad complaint to raise. 

She must be fai^ of face, 
As bold in heart she seems, 
If she would match her grace 
With the delight of dreams. 

Her beauty would surprise 
Gazers on Autumn eves. 
Who watched the broad moon rise 
Upon the scattered sheaves. 

O sweet must be the voice 
He shall descend to hear, 
Who doth in Heaven rejoice 
His most enchanted ear. 
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The smile, that rests to play 
Upon her lip, foretells 
What musical array 
Tricks her sweet syllables. 

And yet her smiles have danced 
In vain, if her discourse 
Win not the soul entranced 
In divine intercourse. 

She will encounter all 
This trial without shame, 
Her eyes men Beauty call, 
And Wisdom is her name. 

Throw back the portals then. 
Ye guards, your watch that keep. 
Love will awake again 
That lay so long asleep. 
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A PASSER BY. 

WHITHER, O splendid ship, thy white sails crowding, 
Leaning across the bosom of the urgent West, 
That fearest nor sea rising, nor sky clouding, 
Whither away, fair rover, and what thy quest ? 
Ah ! soon, when Winter has all our vales opprest,' 
When skies are cold and misty, and hail is hurling, 

Wilt thou glide on the blue Pacific, or rest 
In a summer haven asleep, thy white sails furling. 

I there before thee, in the country so well thou knowest. 
Already arrived am inhaling the odorous air : 

I watch thee enter unerringly where thou goest, 
And anchor queen of the strange shipping theie. 
Thy sails for awnings spread, thy masts bare : 

Nor is aught from the foaming reef to the snowcapped, grandest 
Peak, that is over the feathery palms more fair 

Than thou, so upright, so stately, and still thou standest. 

And yet, splendid ship, unhailed and nameless, 

I know not if, aiming a fancy, I rightly divine 
That thou hast a purpose joyful, a courage blameless, 

Thy port assured in a happier land than mine. 

But for all I have given thee, beauty enough is thine, 
As thou, aslant with trim tackle and shrouding, 

From die proud nostril curve of a prow's line 
In the offing scatterest foam, thy white sails crowdiog. 
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LATE SPRING EVENING. 

I SAW the Virgin-mother clad in green, 
Walking the sprinkled meadows at sundown; 
While yet the moon's cold flame was hung between 
The day and night, above the dusky town : 
I saw her brighter than the Western gold, 
Whereto she faced in splendour to behold. 

Her dress was greener than the tenderest leaf 
That trembled in the sunset glare aglow : 
Herself more delicate than is the brief, 
Pink apple-blossom, that May showers Jay low. 
And more delicious than 's the earliest streak 
The blushing rose shows of her crimson cheek. 

As if to match the sight that did her please, 
A music entered, making passion fain : 
Three nightingales sat singing in the trees. 
And praised the Goddess for the fallen rain ; 
Which yet their unseen motions did arouse. 
Or parting Zephyrs shook out from the boughs. 

And o'er the treetops, scattered in mid air, 
The exhausted clouds, laden with crimson light 
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Floated, or seemed to sleep ; and, highest there, 
One planet broke the lingering ranks of night ; 
Daring day's company, so he might spy 
The Virgin-queen once with his watchful eye. 

And when I saw her, then I worshipped her, 
Andsaid, — O bounteous Spring, O beauteous Spring, 
Mother of air my years, thou who dost stir 
My heart to adore thee and ray tongue to sing, 
Flower of my fruit, of my heart's blood the fire. 
Of all my satisfaction the desire ! 

How art thou every year more beautiful, 
Younger for all the winters thou hast cast ; 
And I, for all my love grows, grow more dull. 
Decaying with each season overpast ! 
In vain to teach him love must man employ thee. 
The more he learns the less he can enjoy thee. 




.dbyGoogle 



5- 
WOOING. 

I KNOW not how I came, 
New on my knightly journey, 
To win the fairest dame 
That graced my maiden tourney. 

Chivalry's lovely prize 
With all men's gaze upon her, 

Why did she free her eyes 
On me, to do me honour ? 

Ah ! ne'er had I my mind 
With such high hope delighted, 
Had she not first inclined, 
* And with her eyes invited. 

But never doubt I knew. 
Having their glance to cheer me. 

Until the day joy grew 
Too great, too sure, too near me. 
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When hope a fear became, 
And passicMi, grown too tender, 

Now trembled at the shame 
Of a despised surrender ; 

And where my love at first 
Saw kindness in her smihng, 

I read her pride, and cursed 
The arts of her beguiling. 

Till winning less than won. 
And liker wooed than wooing, 

Too late I turned undone 
Away from my undoing; 

And stood beside the door, 
Whereto she followed, making 

My hard leave-taking more 
Hard by her sweet leave-taking. 



Her speech would have betrayed 
Her thought, had mine been colder :' 

Her eyes distress had made 
A lesser lover bolder. 



But no ! Fond heart distrust, 
Cried Wisdom, and consider : 

Go free, since go thou must, 
And so farewell 1 bid her. 
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And brisk upon my way 
I smote the stroke to sever, 

And should have lost that day 
My life's delight for ever ; 

But when I saw her start 
And turn aside and tremble ; — 

Ah ! she was true, her heart 
I knew did not dissemble. 
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THERE is a hill beside the silver Thames, 
Shady with birchand beech and odorous pine: 
And brilliant underfoot with thousand gems 
Steeply the thickets to his floods decline. 
Straight trees in every place 
Their thick tops interface, 
And pendant branches trail their foliage fine 
Upon his watery face. 

Swift from the sweltering pasturage he flows : 
His stream, alert to seek the pleasant shade, 
Pictures his gentle purpose, as he goes 
Strjiight to the cavemed pool his toil has made. 

His winter floods lay bare 

The stout roots in the air : 
His summer streams arecool, when they have played 

Among their fibrous hair. 

A rushy island guards the sacred bower. 
And hides it from the meadow, where in peace 
The lazy cows wrench many a scented flower, 
Robbing the golden market of the bees : 

And laden barges float 

By banks of myosote ; 
And scented flag and golden flower-de-Iys 

Delay the loitering boat. 
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And on this side the island, where the pool 
Eddies away, are tangled mass on mass 
The water-weeds, that net the fishes cool. 
And scarce allow a narrow stream to pass ; 

Where spreading crowfoot mars 

The drowning nenuphars, 
Waving the tassels of her silken grass 

Below her silver stars. 

But in the purple pool there nothing grows, 
Not the white water-lily spoked with gold; 
Though best she loves the hollows, and well knows 
On quiet streams her broad shields to unfold : 

Yet should her roots but try 

Within these deeps to lie, 
Not her long reaching stalk could ever hold 

Her waxen head so high. 

Sometimes an angler comes, and drops his hook 
Within its hidden depths, and 'gainst a tree 
Leaning his rod, reads in some pleasant book, 
Forgetting soon his pride of fishery ; 

And dreams, or falls asleep. 

While curious fishes peep 
About his nibbled bait, or scornfully 

Dart off and rise and leap. 

And sometimes by the pathway through the trees 
An aged dame at evening trudges home : 
And merry voices greet her, and she sees 
Her dear grandchildren, down the hill that come 
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To meet her, and to bear 
Her basket home with care, 
Divining that, of all her treasures, some 
Will be for them to share. 

Else, he that wishes solitude is safe, 
Whether he bathe at morning in the stream : 
Or lead his love there when the hot hours chafe 
The meadows, busy with a blurring steam ; 
Or watch, as fades the light, 
The gibbous moon grow bright. 
Until her magic rays dance in a dream, 
And glorify the night 

Where is this bower beside the silver Thames ? 

O pool and flowery thickets, hear my vow ! 

O trees of freshest foliage and straight stems, 

No sharer of my secret I allow : 
Lest ere I come the while 
Strange feet your shades defile ; 

Or lest the burly oarsman turn his prow 
Within your guardian isle. 
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. 7- 
A WATER-PARTY. 

LET us, as by this verdant bank we float, 
Search down the marge to find some shady 
pool ; 
Where we may rest awhile and moor our boat. 
And bathe our tired limbs in the waters cool. 
Beneath the noonday sun, 
Swiftly, O river, run ! 

Here is a mirror for Narcissus, see ! 

I cannot sound it, plumbing with my oar. 

Lay the stem in beneath this bowering tree ! 

Now, stepping on this stump, we are ashore. 
Guard, Hamadryades, 
Our clothes laid by your trees ! 

How the birds warble in the woods ! I pick 
The waxen lilies, diving to the root. 
But swim not far in the stream, the weeds grow thick, 
And hot on the bare head the sunbeams shoot. 

Until our sport be done, 

O merry birds, sing on I 
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If but to-night the sky be clear, the moon 
Will serve us well, for she is near the full. 
We shall row safely home ; only too soon, — 
So pleasant 'tis, whether we float or pull. 

To guide us through the night, 
O summer moon, shine bright ! 
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THE DOWNS. 

OBOLD majestic downs, smooth, fail and lonely ; 
O still solitude, only matched in the skies. 
Perilous in steep places, 
Soft in the level races, 
Where sweeping in phantom silence the cloudland flies : 
With lovely undulation of fall and rise ; 
Entrenched with thickets thomed. 
By deUcate miniature dainty flowers adorned 1 

I climb your crown, and lo ! a sight surprising 
Of sea in &ont uprising, steep and wide : 

And scattered ships ascending 

To heaven, lost in the blending 
Of distant blues, where water and sky divide. 
Urging theii engines against wind and tide, 

And all so small and slow 
They seem to be wearily pointing the way they would go. 

The accumulated murmur of soft plashing, 

Of waves on rocks dashing, and searching the sands. 

Takes my ear, with the veering 

Baffled wind, as rearing 
Upright at the cliff, to the gullies and rifts he stands ; 
And his conquering surges scour out over the lands ; 

While again at the foot of the downs 
He masses his strength to recover the topmost crowns. 



.dbyGoogle 



ODE 

WRITTEN 



SINCE, should your firm affection fail, 
Your thought from habit must inquire 
Where I can be, or if I ail. 
That now three days have passed entire, 
Nor dusk has brought me to your fire ; 



I write that I am by the sea, 
Restoring in a boisterous air 
A brain that solitude sets free 
From the fatigue of daily care, 
Accumulated unaware. 



Of all the city lacks I find 
The sea makes up the long arrears : 
Its waste expanse of view is kind 
To pent-up eyes, its music cheers 
The guard of close beleaguered ears. 
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So here alone I pace again 
The gently-shadowed downs, and climb 
The bleak cliff, drenched with mist and rain. 
That last I praised sweet in the prime 
Of brier-roses and wild thyme. 

But since that day the shifting beach, 
Just where it banks the cliff with brown, 
Has given way, and through the breach 
The sea rolled in upon the town, 
And tumbled half the houses down. 



And fish have peered at pan and grate 
That cooked their fathers, free from fright : 
While salty tides did estuate 
Upstairs and downstairs, day and night, 
Even where I used to sit and write. 



For the snug seaward cottage, where 
Then, and not only then, I lay, 
Was first invaded and laid bare. 
And stands, but just not swept away, 
Wrecked and untenanted to-day ; 

Since that old salt, no more my host, 
Weighing the damj^e that was done. 
Seeing the " Anne," his boat, was lost, 
And Anne his wife was saved alone, 
Slipped from his moorings, and has gone 
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30 



To some small town in Devonshire, 
His inland birth-place, where, I hope, 
His kin will love his quaint attire, 
And give his knotty wisdom scope 
To leash and splice their ends of rope ; 

Where he will die, like some old hulk 
Laid to be broken up, a-tilt, 
Disclosing all her battered bulk 
Covered with barnacles and silt, 
There in the <iock where she was built. 
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SPRING. 



INVITATION TO THE COUNTRY. 

AGAIN with pleasant green 
Has Spring renewed the wood, 
And where the bare trunks stood 
Are leafy arbours seen ; 
And back on budding boughs 
Come birds, to court and pair, 
Whose rival amorous vows 
Amaze the scented air. 

The streams unbound, anew 
Refill their mossy banks. 
The forward season pranks 
With flowers of varied hue : 
And scattered down the meads, 
From hour to hour unfold 
A thousand buds and beads 
In stars and cups of gold. 

Now hear, and see, and note. 
The farms are all astir, 
And every labourer 
Has doffed his winter coat; 
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And how with specks of white 
They dot the brown hillside, 
Or sit and sing outright 
Their patient teams astride. 

They sing to feel the Sun 
Regain his wanton strength ; 
To know the year at length 
Rewards their labour done ; 
To see the rootless stake. 
They set bare in the ground, 
Burst into leaf, and shake 
Its grateful scent around. 

Ah now an evil lot 
Is his, who toils for gain. 
Where crowded chimneys stain 
The heavens his choice forgot ; 
'Tis on the blighted trees 
That deck his garden dim. 
And in the tainted breeze. 
That sweet spring comes to him. 

Far sooner I would choose 
The life of brutes that bask, 
Than set myself a task, 
Which innate powers refuse : 
And rather far enjoy 
The body, than invent 
A duty, to destroy 
The ease which nature sent ; 
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And country life I praise, 
And lead, because I find 
The philosophic mind 
Can take no middle ways ; 
She will not leave her love 
To mix with men, her art 
Is all to strive above 
The crowd, or stand apart. 

Thrice happy he, the rare 
Prometheus, who can play 
With hidden things, and lay 
New realms of nature bare ; 
Whose venturous step has trod 
Hell underfoot, and won 
A crown from man and God 
For all that he has done. — 

That highest gift of all, 
Since crabbdd fate did flood 
My heart with sluggish blood, 
I look not mine to call ; 
But, like a truant freed. 
Fly to the woods, and claim 
A pleasure for the deed 
Of my inglorious name. 

And am content, denied 
The best, in choosing right ; 
For Nature can delight 
Fancies unoccupied 
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With ecstasies so sweet 
As none can even guess, 
Who walk not with the feet 
Of joy in idleness. 

Then leave your joyless ways. 
My friend, my joys to see. 
The day you come shall be 
The choice of chosen days : 
You shall be lost, and learn 
New being, and forget 
The world, till your return 
Shall bring your first regret. 
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SPRING. 



BEHOLD ! the radiant Spring, 
In splendour decked anew, 
Down from her heaven of blue 
Returns on sunlit wing : 
The zephyrs of her train 
In fleecy clouds disport, 
And birds to greet her reign 
Summon their silvan court. 

For even in street and square 
Her tardy trees relent, 
As some far-travell'd scent 
Kindles the morning air ; 
And forth their buds provoke. 
Forgetting winter brown. 
And all the mire and smoke 
That wrapped the dingy town. 

Now he that loves indeed 
His pleasure must awake, 
Lest any pleasure take 
Its flight, and he not heed ; 
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For of his few short years 
Another now invites 
His hungry soul, and cheers 
His life with new delights. 

And who loves Nature more 
Than he, whose painful art 
Has taught and skilled his heart 
To read her skill and lore ? 
Whose spirit leaps more high. 
Plucking the pale primrose, 
Than his whose feet must fly 
The pasture where it grows ? 

One long in city pent 
Forgets, or must complain : 
But think not I can stain 
My heaven with discontent ; 
Nor wallow with that sad, 
Backsliding herd, who cry 
That Truth must make man bad. 
And pleasure is a He. 

Rather while Reason lives 
To mark me from the beast, 
I'll teach her serve at least 
To heal the wound she gives : 
Nor need she strain her powers 
Beyond a common flight, 
To make the passing hours 
Happy from morn till night. 
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Since health our toil rewards, 
And strength is labour's prize, 
I hate not, nor despise 
The work my lot accords ; 
Nor fret with fears unkind 
The tender joys, that bless 
My hard-won peace of mind, 
In hours of idleness. 



Then what charm company 
Can give, know I, — if wine 
Go round, or throats combine 
To set dumb music free. 
Or deep in wintertide 
When winds without make moan, 
I love my own fireside 
Not least when most alone. 

Then oft I turn the page 
In which our country's name, 
Spoiling the Greek of fame. 
Shall sound in every age : 
Or some Terentian play 
Renew, whose excellent 
Adjusted folds betray 
How once Menander went. 

Or if grave study suit 
The yet unwearied brain, 
Plato can teach again. 
And Socrates dispute ; 
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Till fancy in a dream 
Confront their souls with mine, 
Crowning the mind supreme, 
And her delights divine. 

While pleasure yet can be 
Pleasant, and fancy sweet, 
I bid all care retreat 
From my philosophy ; 
Which, when I come to try 
Your simpler life, will find, 
I doubt not, joys to vie 
With those I leave behind. 
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I HAVE loved flowers that fade, 
Within whose magic tents 
Rich hues have marriage made 
With sweet unmemoried scents : 
A joy of love at sight, — 
A honeymoon delight, 
That ages in an hour : — 
My song be like a flower ! 

I have loved airs, that die 
Before their charm is writ 
Upon the liquid sky 
Trembling to welcome it 
Notes, that with pulse of fire 
Proclaim the spirit's desire, 
Then die, and are nowhere : — 
My song be like an air ! 

Die, song, die like a breath. 
And wither as a bloom : 
Fear not a flowery death. 
Dread not an airy tomb ! 
Fly with delight, fly hence ! 
'Twas thine love's tender sense 
To feast, and on thy bier 
Beauty shall shed a tear. 
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ELEGY. 

AMONG THE TOMBS. 

SAD sombre place, beneath whose antique yews 
I come, unquiet sorrows to control ; 
Amid thy silent mossgrown graves to muse 
With my neglected solitary soul ; 
And to poetic sadness care confide. 
Trusting sweet Melancholy for my guide : 

They will not ask why in thy shades I stray, 

Among the tombs finding my rare delight, 

Beneath the sun at indolent noonday, 

Or in the windy moon-enchanted night. 

Who have once reined in their steeds at any shrine, 

And given them watei from the well divine. — 

The orchards are all ripened, and the sun 
Spots the deserted gleanings with decay ; 
The seeds are perfected : his work is done. 
And Autumn lingers but to outsmile the May ; 
Bidding his tinted leaves glide, bidding clear 
Unto clear skies the birds applaud the year. 

Lo, here I sit, and to the world I call, 

The world my solemn fancy leaves behind. 

Come ! pass within the inviolable wall, 

Come pride, come pleasure, come distracted mind ; 
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Within the fated refuge, hither, turn, 

And learn your wisdom ere 'tis late to learn. 

Come with me now, and taste the fount of tears ; 

For many eyes have sanctified this spot, 

Where grief's unbroken lineage endears 

The charm untimely Folly injures not. 

And slays the intruding thoughts, that overleap 

The simple fence its holiness doth keep. 

Read the worn names of the forgotten dead. 
Their pompous legends will no smile awake ; 
Even the vainglorious title o'er the head 
Wins its pride pardon for its sorrow's sake ; 
And carven Loves scorn not their dusty prize. 
Though fallen so far from tender sympathies. 

Here where a mother laid her only son, 
Here where a lover left his bride, below 
The treasured names their own are added on 
To those whom they have followed long ago : 
Sealing the record of the tears they shed, 
That "where their treasure there their hearts are 
fled." 

Grandfather, father, son, and then again 
Child, grandchild, and great grandchild laid be- 
neath, 
Numbered in turn among the sons of men. 
And gathered each one in his turn to death : 
While he that occupies their house and name 
To-day, — to-morrow too their grave shall claim. 



.dbyGoogle 



42 

And where are all their spirits ? Ah ! could we tell 
The manner of our being when we die, 
And see beyond the scene we know so well 
The country that so much obscured doth lie ! 
With brightest visions our fond hopes repair, 
Or crown our melancholy with despair ; 

From death, still death, still would a comfort come : 
Since of this world the essential joy must fall 
In all distributed, in each thing some, 
In nothing all, and all complete in all ; 
Till pleasure, ageing to her full increase, 
Puts on perfection, and is throned in peace. 

Yea, sweetest peace, unsought-for, undesired, 
Loathed and misnamed, 'tis thee I worship here ; 
Though in most black habiliments attired, 
Thou art sweet peace, and thee I cannot fear. 
Nay, were my last hope quenched, I here would sit 
And praise the annihilation of the pit. 

Nor quickly disenchanted will my feet 
Back to the busy town return, but yet 
Linger, ere I my loving friends would greet. 
Or touch their hands, or share without regret 
The warmth of that kind hearth, whose sacred ties 
Only shall dim with tears my dying eyes. 
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DEJECTION. 

WHEREFORE to-night so full of care. 
My soul, revolving hopeless strife, 
Pointing at hindrance, and the bare 
Painful escapes of fitful. life ? 

Shaping the doom that may befall 
By precedent of terror past : 
By love dishonoured, and the call 
Of friendship slighted at the last ? 

By treasured names, the little store 
That memory out of wreck could save 
Of loving hearts, that gone before 
Call their old comrade to the grave ? 



O soul be patient : thou shalt find 
A little matter mend all this ; 
Some strain of music to thy mind. 
Some praise for skill not spent amiss. 
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Again shall pleasure overflow 
Thy cup with sweetness, thou shalt taste 
Nothing but sweetness, and shalt grow 
Half sad for sweetness run to waste. 

O happy life ! I hear thee sing, 

rare delight of mortal stuff! 

1 praise my days for all they bring, 
Yet are they only not enough. 
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COVETOUSNESS. 



HEN, parched with thirst, astray on sultry 
sand 



The traveller faints, upon his closing ear 
Steals a fantastic music, he may hear 
The babbling fountain of his native land. 

Before his eyes the vision seems to stand. 
Where at its terraced brink the maids appear. 
Who fill their deep urns at its waters clear. 
And not refuse the help of lover's hand. 

O cruel jest ! he cries, as some one flings 
The sparkling drops in sport or scornful ire ; 
O shameless, brute contempt of holy things ! 

But never of their wanton play they tire. 
As, not athirst, they sit beside the springs, 
While he must quench in death his lost desire. 
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l6. 

DESPAIR. 



IN this neglected, ruined edifice 
Of works unperfected and broken schemes, 
Where is the promise of my early dreams, 
The smile of beauty and the pearl of price ? 

No charm is left now, that could once entice 
Wind-wavering Fortune from her golden streams : 
And full in flight decrepit Purpose seems, 
Trailing the banner of his old device. 

Within the house a frore and numbing air 
Has chilled Endeavour : sickly memories reign 
In every room, and ghosts are on the stair : 

And Hope behind the dusty window-pane 
Watches the days go by, and half-aware 
Forecasts her last reproach and mortal stain. 
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SONNET. 

T WOULD be a bird, — and straight on wings I arise, 
■*- And carry purpose up to the ends of the air ; 
In calm and storm my sails I feather, and where 
By freezing cliffs the unransom'd wreckage lies : 

Or strutting on hot meridian banks, surprise 
The silence ; — Over plains in the moonlight bare 
I chase my shadow, and perch where no bird dare, 
In tree-tops torn by fiercest winds of the skies. 

Poor simple birds ! foolish birds ! then I cry, 
Ye pretty pictures of dehght, unstirr'd 
By the only joy of knowing that ye fly : 

That are not what ye are ; but rather, summ'd in a wc 
The alphabet of a god's idea, and I, 
Who master it, I am the only bird. 
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i8. 
EARLY AUTUMN. 



SO hot the noon was, with lilies the bank so gay. 
With arrowhead, pink rushes and wateimint, 
And sapphire flies that darted heavenly glint, 
Whether it were Summer still we could not say ; 

Or if abeady Autumn had owned the day, 
Aglare with smirching gaze on bloom and tint; 
And ripening all to death, did parch and stint 
The last stocks down at the river, as there we lay. 

O poise of my only August ! ah 1 tears and praise 
Take now for thy sweet lingerii^ : so few more 
Years of delight, swift as delight of days ; 

Ere fading, falling, dropping, darkening o'er. 
The landscape perishes round the miry ways, 
And rheumy Winter snows up window and door. 
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MORNING HYMN. 

O GOLDEN Sun, whose lay 
My path iHumineth : 
Light of the circHng day, 
Whose night is birtii and death : 

That dost not stint the prime 
Of wise and strong, nor stay 
The changeful ordering time. 
That brings their sure decay. 

Though thou, the central sphere. 
Dost seem to turn around 
Thy creature world, and near 
As father fond art found ; 

Thereon, as from above 
To shine, and make rejoice 
With beauty, life, and love, 
The garden, of thy choice. 
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To dress the jocund Spring 
With bounteous promise gay 
Of hotter months, that bring 
The full perfected day ; 

To touch with richest gold 
The ripe fruit, ere it fall ; 
And smile through cloud and cold 
On Winter's funeral. 



Now with resplendent flood 
Gladden my waking eyes, 
And stir my slothful blood 
To joyous enterprise. 

Arise, arise, as when 
At first God said light be t 
That He might make us men 
With eyes His light to see. 

Scatter the clouds that hide 
The face of heaven, and show 
Where sweet Peace doth abide, 
Where Truth and Beauty grow. 

Awaken, cheer, adorn, 
Invite, inspire, assure 
The joys that praise thy morn, 
The toil thy noons mature : 
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And Sbothe the eve of day. 
That darkens back to death ; 
O golden Sun, whose ray 
Our path illumineth ! 
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